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And what MI doe then .? lie bring a heavy, 

A hundred blacke eyd Maides,that love as I doe 
With Chaplets on their beads of DafFadiUies, 

With cherry “iips^ and ebeekes of Damaske Rofcs» 

And all wee’l daunce an Antique fore the Duke, 

And beg bis pardon ; Then {he talk’d of you Sir ; 

That you mufl loofe your head to morrow morning, . 
And (he muft gather flowers to bury you, 

And fee the houfe made handlomCjthen fhe ftng 
Nothing but WillQW,vviilow,willovy,andbetweeac 

Ever was, ‘jP«*^<*j0^^,faire 

And PaUmotty was a tallyong baan.Thc place 
W^as knee deepe where (he (ati her carcles Treffes, 

A wreake of buU-rufh rounded j about her ftucke 
Thoufand frelh water flowers of fevcrall cullors. 

That me thought flie appeard like the faire Nimph 

That feedes the lake with waters, or as iris 

Newly dropt downe from heaven*, Rings Ihe made 
Of rufliesthat grew by, and to ’em fpoke 
The prettieft pofies.-Thus our true love’s tide. 

This you may loofe, not me, and many a onej 
And then (he wept, and fung againc, and figh’d. 

And with the fame breath fmif d,and kift her hand, 
z,Fr> Alas what pitty it is i 
I made in to her. 

Shefaw me,and firaight fought the flood, I fav’d herp 
And fet her fafe to land : when prcfently 
She flipt away, and to the Citty made. 

With fuchacry,and fwiftnesjthat beleeve me 
Shee left me farte bchinde her j three, or fpurc, 

1 faw from farr c off croffe her,©nc of ’e m 
I knew to be your brother, where fee ftaid, ^ / 

And felUfcarccto be got awayil left them with her.^ 

Enter Brother 

And hethcr ca me to tell y pusHeie they are. 

Dangh. LMajyou never more epjojethe lightf&e, 

7 s not this a fine Song? 

Jro. Oavery fipepne. j) }>• 
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TheTml^oble\Kinfmen, 

Taught I can fing twenty more. 

Bro, Ithinkcyoucan, . 

Daugh. Yes trucly can I, I can fing the Broome> 

And Bony Robin.Are noryoua taiiout ? 

Bro.XtSy , _ 

Daugh. Wher’s my wedding Cownc 
lie bringittouBorrow, 

Dough. Docjvery rarely,! muft be 
TocalItheMaidcs,aiid pay theMinftrcls 
For I muft loofe my Maydenhcad bv coci 
Twill never thrive elfe. 

Ojoire^ehfvpeetey^c, 

Bro. You muft ev’n take it patiently. 
loy* Tistrue, 

Tough. Good'ev’n,good men, pray did you 
Of one yong Talamon t 
lay. Yes wench we know him. 

Dough. Is’t not a fincyong Gentleman 
lay. TiSjLovc. 

Bro, By no meane crofle her,fhc is 
For worfc then now {he flio wes. 

I. Fr. Yes, he’s a fine man. 

Tough. 0,is he fo? you have a Sifter, 
i.Fr. Yes* 

Dough, Blit fhe {hall never have him, 

For a tricke that I know ,y 'bad heft looks to 
For if fhe fee him once,{he’s gonc,{he’sdone 
And undon in an howre. All the young May 
Of our Townc are in love with bim,but 1 laugh at’em 
Andict 'em all alone, I s’t nota wife courfc / 
i.Fr, Yes. Ybyhim, 

Dough. There is at leaft two hundred now with child 
There muft be fowrc ; yetT keepeclofe for all this, 
Clofeas a Cockle; and ailthefcmuftbcBoyes, 

He has the tricke on’c,and at ten yeates old 
They muft be all gelt for Mufitians, 

And fing the wars of T hefeut, 
a.Fy.Tbisisftrange. 

I 3 Daugh* 






